The Storm of Thunder

and tremendous lightning, an illumination of the night in the
shape of some animal leaping or bounding across the sky. And
utter silence. It is forked lightning: Then, once more, that
leaping and flashing, followed by the thunder's roar. And rain
falling like a storm of hailstones. In a moment the Kelipen has
ceased its frenzy. Everyone has run or crawled for shelter. The
tents are packed full. It is midnight and noon in one, lit up,
violently, again! again! again!

